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Well,  here  we  are  again.  Naturally,  we  should  be  finishing  Auction  II.  As  OUT  ON 
A LIMB  brings  In  no  money,  logic  like  ours  may  help  explain  why  we  are  Involved 
with  numismatic  literature  In  the  first  place. 

This  Issue  features  our  visit  to  see  Armand  and  Kay  Champa  and  the  Champa 
library  In  August,  Myron's  experiences  at  the  '87  ANA,  some  additional 
rambllngs,  and  a guest  column. 

In  further  Issues  we  will  be  printing  some  of  your  observations.  So  feel  free  to 
drop  us  a line.  We  really  do  read  and  genuinely  do  enjoy  your  thoughts, 
observations,  opinions,  and  suggestions  (those  which  are  biologically  possible). 

Also,  by  the  time  you  receive  this.  Auction  II  should  be  near  completion.  We  are 
offering  some  really  neat  stuff:  a consignment  from  Armand  and  Kay  Champa,  one 
from  Mr.  Charlie  Wolfe  (1986  Farran  Zerbe  Award  winner),  and  one  from  Ingrid 
Smith,  and  from  others  who  Judiciously  decided  to  remain  anonymous.  Active 
bidders  will  be  receiving  their  catalogues  gratis;  the  rest  of  our  readers  will 
receive  notification  In  another  mailing. 

Auction  II  features  quality  for  every  numismatic  Interest.  As  expected  there  will 
be  extensive  American  numismatic  literature  highlighted  by  Mehl  material 
Including  early  and  Important  auction  catalogues,  many  years  of  Mehl's 
Numismatic  Monthly,  and  many  Important  Chapman  sales.  Additionally,  we  will  be 
offering  much  Important  European  Including  many  significant  Glendlnlngs  and 
other  English  and  French  auction  sales:  Including  nearly  complete  pre-WWII 
Seabv  Bulletins.  We  are  also  offering  many  scarce,  standard  references  on 
ancients  and  medlevals. 

A particular  highlight  Is  the  quantity  of  early  bound  volumes  of  The  Numismatist 
featuring  volumes  7 through  20  from  the  famous  Norweb  library.  Additionally,  we 
will  continue  to  offer  extensive  annotations  accompanied  by  (unfortunately, 
depending  on  your  point  of  view)  our  pithy  comments. 

A few  last  minute  observations.  Jack  Collins'  second  mall  bid  sale  was  a 
masterpiece.  In  the  top  rank  of  all  catalogues  of  numismatic  literature;  the 
Information  he  supplied  was  Invaluable.  George  Kolbe's  February  sale  In  Basel 
was  a superb,  masterful  catalogue;  there  can  be  little  doubt  why  George  Is  the 
best.  However,  we  have  a complaint  with  George  (1  have  already  spoken  to  him 
about  this  grievous  affront  so  this  will  be  no  surprise  to  him);  the  Prices 
Realized  for  George's  September  28  Mall  Bid  Sale  were  In  our  hands  October  6. 
Has  he  no  respect  for  the  longstanding  tradition  of  waiting  for  the  next  solstice 
before  sending  out  PRLs? 

Concluding,  some  of  you  have  expressed  curiouslty  as  to  the  actual  author  of  each 
Item  as  we  don't  sign  our  Individual  efforts.  You  can  probably  figure  It  out  from 
the  context;  If  you  can't.  It's  because  it  was  a collaborative  effort.  If  you  phone 
when  you  have  a complaint,  the  one  who  doesn't  take  your  call  Is  generally  the 
author. 


Ken  Lowe:  ANS,  NBS,  EAC,  Scribe. 

Myron  Xenos:  ANA,  NBS,  ANS,  Publisher. 


THE  MONEY  TREE  GOES  TO  MECCA 


August  was  a very  busy  time  for  us:  our  first  auction  had  closed  requiring 
sending  out  Invoices  (I  suppose  It  means  we  also  have  to  send  out  the  winning 
lots,  too);  OUT  ON  A LIMB  debuted;  we  set  up  at  a three  day  coin  show  (which 
reminded  me  why  I quit  the  circuit  - you  have  to  have  the  constitution  of  an  ox. 
Ask  Myron  about  my  adventures  with  seafood  nachos  at  Chl-Chl's;  I warn  you  It 
wasn't  pretty).  Also,  Myron's  first  daughter  was  getting  married  (for  some 
reason  he  felt  that  his  daughter's  wedding  was  more  Important  than  spending 
Sundays  at  the  office.  Can  you  believe  his  set  of  priorities?) 

In  the  midst  of  this  somnolence,  we  received  an  Invitation  from  Armand  Champa  to 
visit  him  and  perhaps  to  do  some  bu:)lness.  On  the  off-chance  that  one  of  our 
readers  had  recently  emerged  from  a t wenty-year  coma,  (the  Indians  still  haven't 
moved  from  last  place,  and  the  co-star  of  Bedtime  for  Bonzo  Is  finishing  up  his 
second  term  as  President)  Mr.  Champa  has  meticulously  created  a matchless 
library  of  American  numismatics.  It  oi}vlously  was  out  of  the  question  for  us  Xist 
to  pick  up  and  go,  knowing  that  all  of  uur  successful  bidders  were  eagerly  waiting 
for  their  lots;  and  that  we  as  responsible,  caring  businessmen  would  never  think 
of  letting  anything  Interfere  with  our  obligations  to  our  valued  clients. 

Thus,  Tuesday,  August  4,  1987  found  us  flying  Delta  (No,  Delta  does  not  stand  for 
Eon't  Even  Leave  Ihe  airport.)  to  Louisville  on  the  breakfast  flight  (breakfast  * 
Iced  tea  or  coffee).  During  the  taxi  trip  from  the  airport  to  the  Louisville  Hilton 
East,  Myron  asked  the  cabbie  If  she  had  heard  of  Champ's  Rollerdrome  (Armand's 
original  business);  she  told  us  that  she  met  her  husband  there  seventeen  years 
ago. 

The  Hilton  was  a major  step  up  from  the  E-Z  Sleep  Motels  $8.95-and-UP  we 
normally  luxuriate  at.  It  Is  a pleasure  to  deal  with  pleasant,  efficient,  courteous, 
professional  staff  (clearly,  none  of  the  staff  has  a future  working  for  Blue 
Cross).  Note:  as  room  keys  have  now  been  replaced  by  cardboard  coded  punched 
cards,  be  certain  NEVER  to  sit  on  the  "key"  If  you  ever  plan  to  be  able  to  use  the 
thing  to  get  Into  your  room. 

It  Is  one  thing  to  hear  all  the  superlatives  about  the  Champa  library.  However, 
the  reality  exceeded  the  dream.  My  first  Impression  on  peering  Into  the  room  was 
the  same  as  Dorothy  first  seeing  the  Emerald  City,  or  Charlie  Brown  winning  his 
first  baseball  game.  Try  this  Image;  I was  a young  Orson  Welles  going  Into  to  a 
Roman  orgy  of  numismatic  literature.  I know  that  I committed  at  least  six  of  the 
Deadly  Sins,  violated  seven  of  the  Commandments,  and  lusted  In  my  heart  (see 
Jimmy  Carter  1980)  with  his  library.  Despite  my  being  Myron's  associate  and 
friend,  I can  barely  recall  his  being  there,  what  with  Armand  feeding  my  literary 
addiction  ("How  about  another  Crosby?  Would  you  like  any  more  original  Volume 
1-6  NUMISMATISTS?  How  about  four  different  original  Brownings?  Would  you 
like  a Thlan  sandwich?)  There  Is  no  way  I could  be  an  atheist;  I have  seen 
Heaven.  Continuing  the  metaphor,  I think  I could  be  content  to  be  a monk  in  this 
numismatic  monastery. 
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I would  be  remiss  If  I did  not  mention  how  lovingly  Armand  has  preserved  these 
treasures.  When  necessary,  he  had  items  rebound  by  Alan  Grace,  master 
bookbinder.  Other  works  of  great  delicacy  were  lovingly  encased  In  magnificent 
solander  boxes.  Myron,  an  aficionado  of  fine  bindings  was  lost  In  rapture,  his 
own  library  In  imminent  Jeopardy  of  undergoing  the  binders'  art. 

In  addition  to  every  numismatist's  library  needing  an  original  Crosby,  each  of  you 
MUST  have  at  least  one  Item  In  a deluxe  binding  by  Mr.  Grace.  His  work  Is  the 
epitome  of  the  craftsman's  art,  or  the  artisan's  craft. 

What  Is  most  striking  about  Armand's  approach  Is  that  he  Is  not  merely  acquiring 
rare  and  valuable  books;  rather,  he  Is  a true,  classic  amateur,  French  for  one  who 
loves,  in  the  sense  of  seeking  with  pure  Joy.  Not  once  did  he  mention  the  cost  of 
an  Item.  Instead,  he  continuously  regaled  us  with  the  story  of  the  men  and  their 
works  and  the  challenge  of  the  search.  As  I am  always  willing  to  tell  others  how 
to  live  their  lives,  I would  love  for  Armand  to  write  a book  about  his  library.  The 
quantity  of  knowledge  which  he  possesses,  much  of  It  unique,  would  be  an 
Irreplaceable  contribution  to  numismatics. 

I like  to  think  of  myself  as  being  self-controlled,  laid-back,  and  reserved.  (I  also 
like  to  think  of  myself  as  Tom  Selleck.)  During  my  numismatic  gluttony  In  his 
library,  I became  a Daffy  Duck  on  speed.  Armand  kept  laughing  at  me  as  everytime 
he  served  another  treasure  I'd  groan,  “Oh  God!"  or  "Oh  God!!!!!"  I was  particularly 
proud  of  myself  as  I was  able  to  maintain  my  elan  and  avoid  uttering  my  usual 
deleted  expletives  when  overwhelmed.  It  may  have  been  the  only  extended  period 
In  my  life  when  1 so  overcome  that  1 did  not  make  any  of  my  accursed  attempts  at 
humor. 

I am  not  certain  whether  Armand  kept  presenting  this  unending  series  of  rarities 
because  he  knew  we  appreciated  them,  or  because  he  was  having  a ball  watching 
us  become  babbling  Idiots.  I know  that  I didn't  blink  the  whole  time  we  were  In 
there  because  I was  afraid  that  In  the  Intervening  nanosecond.  I'd  miss 
something. 

Myron  and  I were  glad  that  we  had  flown  down.  Had  we  driven  the  seven  hours, 
we  would  have  been  In  no  condition  to  appreciate  what  we  saw.  And  what  we  saw 
was  everything.  Oscar  Levant  said,  "Happiness  Is  not  something  you  experience. 
It  Is  something  you  anticipate  - something  you  remember."  What  happiness!  As  a 
scholar  to  be  able  to  see  "up  close  and  personal"  original  manuscripts,  unique 
documents.  As  a collector,  actually  to  hold  and  to  peruse  the  grand  rarities,  to 
walk  with  the  giants.  Objectively,  to  see  the  fruition  of  the  Incalcuable  time, 
effort,  love,  and  money  that  resulted  In  this  unique  collection.  Wordsmlths  are 
all  too  aware  of  the  limits  of  the  written  word  to  express  sensory  overload;  this 
was  certainly  one  of  those  occasions. 

At  this  point.  It  Is  necessary  to  discuss  our  dinner  break.  The  last  five  hours  had 
passed  In  an  Instant;  man  doesn't  live  by  Chapmans  alone.  Armand's  lovely  wife, 
ICay,  had  made  dinner  arrangements  for  us  at  DelFrlsco's,  a Louisville  eatery 
featuring  legendary  steaks.  To  get  there  we  had  to  take  two  cars.  As  Myron  and 
I were  following  Armand  in  Kay's  280-Z  blithering  Insensibly  about  what  we  had 
seen,  we  heard  a chirping.  Myron,  who  was  driving,  noticed  that  It  was  the  car 
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phone.  Not  being  a mechanical  whiz,  my  feeble  efforts  to  figure  out  how  to  pick 
up  the  blasted  thing  and  to  make  it  work  were  both  laughable  and  futile.  Armand 
and  Kay  were  able  to  hear  our  desperation  over  their  car  phone  and  we  could  see 
them  In  front  of  us  rolling  In  hysterical  laughter  In  their  car.  After  they  pulled 
us  over  and  gave  us  a Cellular  One  lesson,  we  were  thereafter  able  to 
communicate  reasonably  effectively,  despite  my  repeatedly  disconnecting  us, 
pushing  the  wrong  buttons,  and  nearly  causing  Myron  to  run  the  car  off  the  road 
In  an  attempt  both  to  drive  and  to  operate  the  phone. 

After  unfolding  ourselves  from  the  200-Z,  we  wisely  trusted  Armand's  dinner 
recommendations.  Escargots  were  suggested  for  appetizers.  Filet  Mlgnons  were 
the  main  order  of  business.  Armaml  and  Myron  had  medium  filets  which  turned 
out  to  be  Just  a bit  smaller  than  Rhode  Island.  Kay  and  I had  the  petite  filet 
which  was  merely  the  size  of  a tub  of  Cool  Whip  and  had  the  same  texture.  (Have 
you  noticed  that  we  have  a tendency  to  talk  about  food?)  Kay  and  Armand  are  a 
wonderful  team.  The  conversation  was  equal  to  the  magnificent  repast.  The  meal 
was  one  more  perfect  chapter  of  our  excursion. 

Our  evening's  return  to  Armand's  library  afforded  us  time  enjoy  our  particular 
obsessions:  currency  vignettes,  counterfeit  detectors,  deluxe  auction  catalogues. 
The  evening  visit  was,  thus,  more  aesthetically  satisfying,  our  earlier  frenzy 
having  been  satiated.  Armand  showed  us  the  most  magnificent  works  In  equally 
magnificent  bindings;  tooled  leathers,  gilt,  breathtaking  endpapers.  Just  when 
we  thought  we  had  seen  It  all,  Armand  produced  the  plece-de-reslstance:  a sneak 
preview  of  the  professionally  produced  slides  of  the  ere me'-de -la-creme  of  his 
library.  This  slide  presentation  would  be  the  feature  of  the  Numismatic 
Bibliomania  Society  meeting  later  In  August  at  the  ANA.  The  only  sensation  to 
which  I can  parallel  this  would  have  been  Sir  Galahad's  reaction  to  seeing  the 
Holy  Grail  In  Tennyson's  Idvlls  of  the  King.  Those  of  you  who  were  fortunate  to 
see  the  presentation  at  the  ANA  will  understand.  Those  of  you  who  weren't  will 
have  to  envy  those  who  did. 

Unfortunately,  we  had  to  return  to  the  hotel  to  get  some  sleep  for  the  drive  home. 
Yes,  we  were  bringing  back  a consignment  for  our  second  mall-bld  sale  and  no  way 
were  we  going  to  trust  the  consignment  to  the  vagaries  of  a deregulated  airline 
baggage  handling  system.  (Can  you  see  Afghan  rebels  being  drop-shipped 
numismatic  literature?)  It  was  also  necessary  to  decompress.  Had  we  stayed  any 
longer,  we  would  have  suffered  the  dreaded.  Irreversible  "blbllo-bends". 

Somehow,  driving  up  Interstate  71,  stopping  at  an  Arby's  for  a Jumbo  roast  beef 
sandwich  seemed  to  pale  somewhat  when  compared  to  our  visit  to  the  Taj  Champa 
only  a day  before.  Further,  a storm  cloud  of  depression  was  forming  overhead; 
the  more  we  saw,  the  more  laughable  our  "collections"  became.  (How  you  gonna 
keep  'em  down  on  the  farm  after  they've  seen  Champ?) 

But,  as  Bogle  nobly  said  to  Ingrid  in  Casablanca.  "We'll  always  have  Louisville." 
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A.N.A.  OVER  EASY  WITH  GRITS 


This  is  the  one,  the  Show  of  Shows,  all  the  literary  superlatives  one  can  muster, 
both  good  and  bad,  depending  on  one's  collecting  specialty.  That's  one  of  the  good 
things  about  numismatics.  It  can  be  everything  to  everyone,  and  is  such  a vast 
(half-vast  also)  and  comprehensive  pursuit  that  no  one  person  can  even  begin  to 
think  in  terms  of  the  entire  spectrum  of  possibilities. 

The  enormity  and  immensity  of  it  all,  replete  with  its  sometimes  carnival 
atmosphere  and  other  times  reverent  aura  is  the  reason  (not  to  mention  the 
potential  of  making  a buck)  that  hundreds,  no,  thousands  of  us  got  on  planes, 
trains,  buses  and  cars  (vans  couldn't  park  at  the  World  Congress  Center)  and 
headed  for  Atlanta,  Georgia  in  late  August. 

My  wife  and  I headed  down  5 days  early,  not  for  the  pre-show  shows,  but  for  a 
quick  injection  of  calmness  after  the  previous  hectic  weekend  during  which  our 
older  daughter  was  married.  Obviously,  calmness  is  not  an  available  commodity  In 
downtown  Atlanta,  so  we  stayed  at  a motel  in  Lithonia,  $54  with  pool,  parking, 
and  free  breakfast  snacks. 

The  flight  to  Atlanta  was  uneventful,  a fact  which  these  days  leaves  one  more 
thankful  than  It  used  to,  and  the  rental  car  was  waiting  Just  like  AAA  said  it 
would  be,  so  our  first  big  act  for  the  week  was  to  select  a place  for  dinner.  My 
wife  learned  long  ago  that  the  cream  always  floats  to  the  top  of  the  bottle,  so 
she  selected  a converted  church  called  The  Abbey  for  our  dining  pleasure.  The  ad 
made  reference  to  "Dress  Code",  so  I knew  my  fiscal  situation  was  about  to  be 
tested,  as  well  as  my  palate.  The  waiters  were  all  dressed  like  monks,  or  were 
they  monks  acting  like  waiters?  I never  really  did  find  out,  and  the  hushed 
atmosphere  there  precluded  me  from  saying  anything  over  a whisper.  The 
conversion  from  church  to  restaurant  was  subtle,  pews  being  replaced  by  tables 
and  chairs;  I was  sure  that  there  was  a kitchen  hiding  somewhere,  but  the  stained 
glass,  vaulted  ceilings,  cement  pillars,  carved  wood  podiums,  and  the  harpist 
gently  playing  her  harp  beneath  the  window  of  the  (}ood  Shepherd,  led  me  not  to 
ask.  I sipped  my  wine  slowly,  lest  we  hit  bottom  and  I would  have  to  spring  for 
another  bottle.  The  food  was  great,  but  the  service  was  French,  which  is  still 
synonymous  for  delicate  portions,  so  I was  not  stuffed  beyond  imagination  when 
we  gracefully  exited  through  the  Narthex  (front  halDsome  $100  poorer. 

Saturday  was  swimming  pool  day,  with  a break  later  In  the  day  for  me  to  practice 
driving  around  Atlanta.  Say  what  you  will  about  Atlanta  drivers,  they  are  still  no 
match  for  Northern  drivers  who  make  sport  of  chasing  pedestrians  walking 
against  the  light.  Enough  already.  Dinner  time  had  arrived.  Drinks  at  the  top  of 
the  Westin  Peachtree  Plaza,  world's  tallest  hotel.  The  bar  revolves  360  degrees, 
so  we  drank  until  the  scenery  came  back  around  like  it  was  when  we  got  there,  or 
at  least  it  might  have  been.  Well,  anyway,  it  takes  $18  to  drink  360  degrees 
unless  you  talk  a lot  in  the  meantime.  The  voice  in  the  elevator  thanked  us 
profusely  for  visiting  the  Westin  and  the  City,  the  elevator  dropped  72  floors;  I 
arrived  somewhat  later,  and  we  managed  to  exit  the  building,  in  spite  of  not 
finding  the  yellow  brick  road.  Off  to  Pltty  Pat's  Porch. 
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Pltty  Pat's  Porch  Is  an  unlikely  name  for  a food  establishment,  but 
recommendations  and  a driving  hunger  moved  us  through  the  door.  It  didn't  take 
us  very  long  to  "read  the  room",  as  the  poker  players  say.  I knew  this  would  be  a 
meal  that  could  last  me  through  the  week.  All  you  could  eat  for  $17  bucks  each;  It 
was  delicious.  It  could  only  be  digested  properly  by  taking  a carriage  ride  ($25 
plus  tip;  I hadn't  even  seen  a coin  or  a book  yet.  I don't  know  the  IRS  position  on 
all  my  deductions  so  far.).  The  carriage  was  driven  by  a fellow  who  drives  like  I 
do,  and  I loved  It.  It  prompted  my  wife  to  ask  where  he  was  from,  and  he 
answered  that  he  had  moved  to  Atlanta  from  Brooklyn.  I gotta  go  there  next  year 
to  sharpen  my  driving  skills.  We  toured  the  downtown  area  In  the  open  carriage, 
and  passed  the  Atlanta  Federal  Reserve  Bank.  At  the  top  of  a marble  column  was 
a cast  copper  eagle  with  wings  spread.  It  weighed  1300  pounds  and  was  made 
entirely  of  melted  Lincoln  cents,  which  the  driver  called  pennies.  Boy,  Xat  wait 
till  the  government  starts  squeaking  about  another  coin  shortage.  O maybe  the 
architects  of  the  Rock-and-Roll  Museum,  to  be  built  In  Cleveland  (my  home  town) 
can  build  with  Susan  B.  Anthony  dollars,  thus  giving  them  some  use  value  during 
this  century  and  the  next. 

Oh,  an  aside  on  the  carriage  ride.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  City  of  Atlanta 
washes  down  the  streets  where  the  horses  go  with  great  regularity.  It  would  be 
so  much  easier  on  the  passengers  If  the  horses  could  push  the  carriages  from 
behind  Instead  of  pulling  them.  'Nuff  said. 

Sunday  was  friends  In  Conyers,  more  driving  around  the  area  (after  all,  you  get 
700  miles  free  with  the  auto  rental)  and  dinner  at  Casa  Fiesta,  an  unassuming, 
Inexpensive,  relaxing  speecy-splcy  Mexican  meal  which  one  could  recall  on  demand 
between  sips  of  the  Margarltas. 

Monday  was  Stone  Mountain  day.  We  first  saw  It  coming  In  on  the  plane,  but  had 
no  Idea  of  its  Immensity  until  we  were  standing  there  at  Its  base.  It  got  even 
bigger  when  we  rode  the  cable  car  to  the  summit  and  got  out  to  walk  around.  It  Is 
the  largest  visible  hunk  of  granite  In  the  country,  and  one  can  understand  the 
motivation  of  the  various  sculptors  who  worked  on  the  mountain,  and  the 
reasoning  behind  the  1925  commemorative  half-dollar  that  was  struck  on  its 
behalf.  One  question  kept  plaguing  me  all  day  as  I studied  the  carving  and  looked 
at  photos  of  the  coin.  Was  Jefferson  Davis'  Inclusion  an  afterthought  or  a 
political  compromise,  since  his  Image  never  appeared  on  the  coin? 

We  left  the  park  grounds  In  the  evening  to  enjoy  a meal,  something  which  can 
never  be  accomplished  on  bureaucratic  soil,  as  I'm  sure  you  will  agree  if  you  tried 
to  get  food  at  the  World  Congress  Center.  So,  after  a great  meal  provided  by  a 
real  restauranteur  we  drove  back  to  Stone  Mountain  for  the  Laser  Show.  It  was  a 
real  treat  for  the  eyes  and  ears,  and  If  you  didn't  see  It,  you  missed  a modern 
miracle  of  light  and  electronics. 

Tuesday  ended  up  being  bookstore  day  for  me,  since  I forgot  to  study  the  A.N.A. 
schedule  until  that  morning,  and  had  not  made  arrangements  for  visiting  on  PNG 
day.  With  maps  In  hand,  we  motored  around  the  city,  always  hoping  to  discover 
that  rare  volume  lurking  on  the  shelves  of  some  unknowing  book  dealer.  Since  It 
was  Tuesday,  we  stopped  at  a watering  hole  known  as  Fat  Tuesdays  for  a quick 
snack  and  a peek  at  the  navigational  aids  at  our  disposal.  I couldn't  read  small 
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print  In  dim  light  so  I did  the  next  best  thing.  I asked  the  waitress  for 
directions.  She  pointed  across  the  street  around  the  corner  where  the  next 
bookstore  was,  and  I thanked  her,  saying  "Yeh,  I was  Just  double-checking",  paid 
the  bill,  and  left.  It  was  worth  the  effort,  as  I pulled  a 2nd  edition  Criswell's 
North  American  Currency  for  $4.  That  was  the  find  of  the  day,  and  dinnertime 
found  us  at  Nino's  Italian  Restaurant.  Its  location  almost  caused  us  to  switch 
plans,  but  hunger  prevailed,  and  the  Interior  and  the  food  preparation  alleviated 
our  initial  concerns.  One  of  the  partners  was  Italian,  and  he  seemed  to  be 
relegated  to  the  kitchen,  and  the  other  was  Japanese,  a strange  blend  of 
management,  though  bird's-nest  soup  was  nowhere  to  be  seen  on  the  menu.  Oh 
well,  maybe  next  year. 

Wednesday  arrived  and  finally  my  deductible  excuse  for  a trip  was  here.  I 
performed  my  duty  of  registering  somewhat  prefunctorlly  and  elbowed  my  way  to 
the  bourse  floor  along  with  the  small  sea  of  humanity  carrying  cases,  carts,  coins, 
and  kids.  It's  a show  you  have  to  see  if  you  have  any  Interest  in  anything 
remotely  related  to  coins,  because  it's  all  here  under  one  roof,  in  one  place,  all  at 
one  time.  If  one  does  nothing  else  but  renew  old  acquaintances  and  make  a few 
new  ones,  it  is  worth  the  pilgrimage. 

Once  Inside,  I stopped  at  the  BEP  table  to  buy  a few  BEP  cards,  and  moved  along 
to  see  some  of  the  dealers,  checking  off  names  on  my  list  of  people  to  see.  It  was 
like  old  home  week  when  I got  to  George  Kolbe's  table.  He  and  Armand  Champa 
were  up  to  the  gunnels  in  books  and  having  fun.  Sooner  or  later  in  the  next  two 
days,  if  you  hung  out  at  that  table,  almost  everyone  who  labels  himself  a 
bibllo-anythlng  would  pass  by  that  table.  During  the  next  few  hours,  I picked  out 
a couple  treasures  there  for  my  own  personal  library.  The  ANS  was  represented 
at  a table,  so  I spent  some  time  there  explaining  my  way  out  of  our  first  "Out  on 
a Limb"  commentary.  Fortunately,  they  are  a good-natured  lot,  and  I came  out 
unscathed. 

The  NBS  table  was  a frequent  hang-out  for  all  the  book  lovers  at  the  show,  and 
was  manned  by  a never-ending  stream  of  loyal  readers  and  writers.  I will  digress 
at  this  point  to  say  that  NBS  means  Numismatic  Bibliomania  Society,  and  I can 
only  assume  that  If  you  are  reading  this,  you  are  either  a member,  or  have  every 
intention  of  Joining,  For  $7.50  a year,  you  will  be  in  touch  with  all  the  really 
active  people  in  the  book  end  of  the  hobby.  You  won't  be  disappointed,  and  if  you 
can't  find  the  address,  drop  a line  to  the  Money  Tree  and  we  will  send  you  an 
application. 

I actually  took  a coin  to  the  show,  a 1909  VDB  cent  which  was  purchased  as  a 
Matte  Proof  back  in  the  mid-1960's.  The  ANACS  representative  looked  closely 
and  said  that  without  some  research,  his  findings  were  inconclusive, 
recommending  that  I ship  the  coin  for  authentication  after  the  show.  Next,  three 
or  four  dealers  examined  it  and  also  could  not  give  a positive  opinion.  The  last 
dealer  I showed  it  to  was  terribly  conclusive.  His  name  sounds  like  a four-letter 
hick  town,  and  he  had  no  difficulty  from  a distance  of  three  feet  determining  that 
it  was  a fraud.  Gee,  I want  to  be  like  him  when  I grow  up.  Enough  of  this  coin 
stuff,  I ran  swiftly  back  to  the  relative  safety  of  my  books  and  hid  there  until  I 
regained  some  of  my  self-confidence. 
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I stopped  e.t  Ingrid  Smith's  table  to  say  hi  and  to  pick  up  some  consignment  items 
for  our  next  sale.  She  didn't  seem  quite  like  her  usual  vital  and  bubbly  self,  and 
it  wasn't  until  many  days  later  that  I discovered  why.  It  seems  that  she  had 
earlier  in  the  month  become  the  recipient  of  a genuine  working  die  for  the  1986 
Ellis  Island  dollar,  one  of  44  that  had  mysteriously  disappeared  16  months 
before.  She  knew  that  the  Mint  officials  would  be  desirous  of  regaining 
possession  of  it,  so  she  actually  brought  it  over  the  border  to  return  it  at  the 
show.  (See  article  in  Coin  World,  Sept.  16  issue.)  This  whole  situation  brings  to 
mind  a story  out  of  ancient  Greece,  where  the  messenger  who  bore  bad  news  was 
killed  by  the  receiver.  Sadly,  the  mentality  of  the  U.S.  Treasury  is  hard-line 
bureaucratic,  leaving  no  room  for  fairness,  logic,  or  understanding.  I can  only 
hope  that  in  doing  the  right  thing,  Ingrid  does  not  end  up  wishing  she  had  thrown 
the  darn  thing  in  the  Lake.  (Ocean,  for  those  of  you  who  live  on  a coast) 

Well,  Wednesday  evening  was  about  to  arrive  and  I had  to  get  my  wife  to  the 
airport  for  her  flight  home  before  I could  get  ready  for  the  NBS  meeting  that  was 
scheduled  for  7:30  PM.  We  hopped  in  the  rental  car  and  sped  off  to  the  airport. 
Every  airport  I have  been  near  for  the  past  20  years  has  the  same  collection  of 
orange  barrels  surrounding  mounds  of  mud  and  partially-finished  freeways  that 
are  attempting  to  wend  their  way  to  the  airport  entrances.  Some  day  they  will  all 
be  finished,  I am  told.  The  barrels  were  successfully  negotiated,  and  1 made  it 
back  through  the  evening  rush  hour,  arriving  earlier  than  anticipated.  1 carried 
all  my  stuff  from  a parking  lot  over  to  the  Atlanta  Hilton  where  I was  to  spend 
the  next  evening,  and  took  another  one  of  those  interior  exposed  elevators  up  to 
the  26th  floor.  Amazingly,  my  nose  didn't  bleed. 

I arrived  at  the  NBS  meeting  early,  so  that  I could  watch  Armand  Champa  warm  up 
for  his  slide  presentation,  and  he  warmed  up  well.  John  Bergman,  John  Burns, 
and  I enjoyed  a dry  run  while  Armand  chatted  about  the  slides  he  was  arranging. 
Meanwhile,  John  Burns  was  letting  loose  with  paroxysms  of  unrequited 
blbllo-addiction  as  Armand  chuckled  and  projected  one  slide  after  another  of 
books  most  of  us  have  only  heard  about  and  sometimes  denied  the  existence  of. 

Ultimately  the  meeting  started.  Approximately  40  people  were  present,  and  at 
the  risk  of  offending  those  whose  names  I couldn't  commit  to  paper  quickly 
enough,  I offer  a partial  list  of  those  in  attendance:  George  Kolbe  (presiding), 
Armand  Champa,  Frank  & Laurese  Katen,  Carling  Gresham,  Denis  Loring,  John 
Huffman,  David  Lange,  Sande  Ellinson,  Margo  Russell,  John  H.  Burns,  John 
Bergman,  Jack  Collins,  John  Ford,  Ken  Barr,  and  Walter  Breen.  It's  also  possible 
that  Mike  Greenspan,  Bill  Bain  Murray,  and/or  David  J.  Davis  were  there,  or  Just 
may  have  been  at  the  show,  because  1 did  converse  with  them. 

The  slide  show  was  nothing  short  of  magnificient,  because  it  did  offer  visual 
proof  that  a numismatic  library  could  be  a thing  of  ultimate  beauty.  The  floor 
was  open  for  comments  during  the  presentation,  and  during  that  time  much 
background  was  obtained  on  various  books  from  people  in  the  audience.  Sometime 
during  the  evening,  Denis  Loring  stuffed  992  into  my  pocket  for  some  items  he  had 
purchased  from  me  earlier.  It  took  a couple  weeks  before  it  dawned  on  us  that  he 
had  already  paid  once  before.  Oh  well,  that's  the  way  book  people  do  business. 
It's  a wonder  that  there  are  still  any  of  us  left. 
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It  was  11:00  PM  when  the  meeting  finally  ended,  and  a ravenous  hunger  descended 
upon  several  of  us.  It  should  be  mentioned  here  that  It  Is  very  difficult  to  obtain 
food  In  downtown  Atlanta  after  10:30  PM.  We  drifted  from  one  hotel  to  another, 
and  finally  found  that  the  Hilton  had  a food  operation  still  open,  not  that  It  was 
easy  to  actually  get  a food  order  placed  with  any  great  expectations.  Thank  God 
for  the  carafes  of  wine.  It  dulled  the  effect  of  dismal  service  to  the  point  where 
we  didn't  care  all  that  much.  I think  I remember  Kolbe,  Burns,  Champa,  the  Katens, 
Bergman,  Huffman,  Barr,  and  a couple  others,  and  we  enjoyed  the  company 
immensely.  That's  when  Frank  Katen  Invited  us  up  to  his  suite  In  the  Westln 
Plata  to  see  his  original  12-part  1873  Crosby  on  large  cents.  Armand  and  I spent 
15  minutes  breathing  heavily  and  examining  what  Is  probably  the  finest  of  the 
four  known  unbound  Crosbys.  By  the  time  I got  back  to  my  crash  pad  at  the  Hilton, 
It  was  2:30  AM  and  my  two  roommates  were  snoring  loudly.  Fortunately,  they  had 
taken  the  Initiative  to  get  a cot  so  that  1 would  not  be  relegated  to  the  floor. 

Thursday,  my  last  day  at  ANA,  started  at  8:00  AM  because  my  two  roommates 
were  dealers.  A leisurely  breakfast  and  then  I was  abandoned  because  they  could 
get  onto  the  bourse  floor  an  hour  before  me.  Dr.  Kagln  was  about  to  begin  a 
lecture  on  the  private  gold  of  California,  so  I sat  In  on  a very  Interesting  talk, 
during  which  I found  out  the  most  probable  origin  of  the  phrase  "How  much  can 
you  raise  In  a pinch?"  In  the  days  of  the  gold  rush,  you  could  buy  a glass  of  your 
favorite  whiskey  for  a pinch  of  gold,  so  bartenders  who  had  the  fattest  fingers 
made  the  most  money  for  the  owner.  Sounds  plausible  to  me. 

Reed  Hawn  was  nice  enough  to  haul  his  1804  dollar  and  his  1913  nickel  to  the 
show,  so  that  the  rest  of  us  could  enjoy  viewing  the  two  pieces  for  a few  days.  I 
was  duly  Impressed  and  I am  sure  that  many  others  were  also.  The  other  exhibits 
were  definitely  worth  spending  time  examining,  and  they  always  give  me  new  hope 
that  the  entire  hobby  will  not  be  totally  dominated  by  coins  which  are  numbered 
and  sealed  In  plastic  crypts. 

Occasionally,  I stopped  by  the  NBS  table  to  see  who  was  there,  and  enjoyed 
sharing  stories  with  the  likes  of  Bill  Murray,  John  Bergman,  and  Mike  Greenspan. 
The  time  flew  by  and  It  was  soon  time  for  my  flight  back  to  Cleveland  along  with 
my  two  dealer  friends.  Typically,  my  return  trip  was  filled  with  new  Ideas  and  a 
new  resolve  to  accomplish  bigger  and  better  things,  none  of  which  I can  any  longer 
remember.  Maybe  when  I get  to  Cincinnati  for  the  '88  ANA 
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Becaiae  we  are  under  the  pressure  of  cataloguing  Auction  2.0  having  completed 
auctions  1.0  and  1.5  successfully  (my  definition  of  success  Is  "no  fatalities"),  and 
because  we  have  mounds  of  correspondence  up  on  which  Immediately  to  catch 
(damn,  being  grammatical  can  be  a p.iln  In  the  kelster),  I have  decided  to  write  a 
rumination  for  OUT  ON  A LIMB.  Since  we  have  now  done  only  61  fewer  auctions 
than  the  Katens  and  30  fewer  than  (George  Kolbe,  It  Is  only  appropriate  for  us  to 
write  an  historical  retrospective  covering  our  vast  year  In  the  business  of 
numismatic  literature.  Vanity  demands  no  less. 

Only  slightly  paraphrasing  Chuck  Dickens,  "It  was  the  best  of  times.  It  was  the 
best  of  times."  No  kidding.  But,  more  appropriately  to  the  beginning. 

Genesis:  In  the  beginning,  Myron  and  I had  discussed  moving  from  our  mutual 
Interest  In  the  coln-blx  Into  the  much  more  fascinating  and  Infinitely  less 
remunerative  field  of  numismatic  literature.  Prior  to  our  affiliation,  we  had 
enriched  booksellers  throughout  the  country  by  competing  against  each  other  for 
the  same  books.  It  was  a quick  step  to  realize  how  much  we  had  In  common,  other 
than  differing  In  age,  nationality,  height,  occupations,  location,  numismatic 
Interests.  However,  we  each  did  have  beards  at  the  time,  except  for  me.  BUT  of 
greatest  Importance,  we  did  share  a similar  sense  of  humor.  Thus,  It  was 
obvious;  let's  sell  bcxDks.  Problem,  when  do  we  start,  how  do  we  start,  where  do 
we  get  the  books?  Myron  Immediately  took  the  bull  by  the  horns  and  got  us  an 
empty  22  foot  van.  We  went  to  Meeshlgan  and  returned  with  the  Ryder  packed  to 
the  rafters  with  bcxiks.  It's  amazing  how  300  cartons  of  books  In  the  office  can  be 
a convincing  argument  to  considering  seriously  getting  the  book  branch  Into  gear. 
With  the  benefit  of  blissful  Ignorance  and  our  trusty  Apple  lie,  we  started  our 
first  fixed  price  list.  We  figured  that  an  FPL  would  help  us  to  establish  some 
credibility.  And  who  knew?  We  might  even  sell  some  of  this  stuff.  Everything 
went  swimmingly.  In  no  time  at  all,  I had  40  pages  of  copy  RAMmed  Into  the  ROM 
of  the  computer.  Plece-of-cake.  I was  a vision  of  creativity.  To  perdition  with 
practicalities  like  saving  the  copy.  What's  the  big  deal.  Look,  Ma,  I'm  a computer 
Jock,  he  said  furiously  banging  the  keys  at  11:52  P.M.  Labor  Day  eve,  1986.  How 
can  I be  so  precise?  Easy.  That's  when  the  bolt  of  lightning  hit  the  electrical 
substation  outside  and  shut  down  the  power  to  my  clock,  and...the... COMPUTER! 
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When  the  power  finally  came  back  on  Labor  Day,  on  the  telethon  Jerry  Lewis  was 
crying  for  the  first  time  that  year  and  the  computer  flies  were  completely  and 
unalterably  empty.  The  storm  had  performed  an  electronic  grefrontal  lobotomy. 
"I  can't  believe  It  ate  the  whole  thing."  The  entire  catalogue  was  floating 
somewhere  In  ethereal  never-never  land.  Back  to  the  drawing  board.  Forty  hours 
later,  we  had  the  list,  again.  A week  later,  we  had  boxes  of  The  Money  Tree's 
First  Fixed  Price  List,  In  mint  condition. 

Now  we  had  run  a major  risk.  Books  Is  books.  But  our  catalog  was  replete  with 
our  own  version  of  humor.  These  catalogues  went  to  everyone  who  was  anyone  (If 
you  didn't  get  one,  these  went  to  nearly  everyone  who  was  nearly  anyone).  We 
weren't  sure  If  anyone  outside  of  1260  Smith  Court  would  put  up  with  us. 
Amazingly,  people  began  to  phone.  More  amazingly,  people  phoned  to  place 
orders.  Even  more  amazingly,  everyone  found  the  catalogue  "refreshing"... 
"funny"...  "printed  too  small  to  read".  We  found  that  bibliomania  is  an  apt 
description  for  our  obsession. 

What  did  we  learn?  Numismatic  bibliomaniacs  love  to  talk,  will  pay  seemingly 
outrageous  prices  to  fill  the  "hole"  in  their  collection,  all  want  the  same  book, 
and  are  tolerant  of  our  mistakes  CA  comment  Is  necessary  here:  virtually 
without  exception,  everyone  who  phoned  because  we  had  made  some  mistake  In 
filling  his  order  Immediately  took  us  to  task  by  placing  another  order  during  the 
call.  So  you  see,  our  continuing  mistakes  are  the  result  of  the  lesson  you  taught 
us:  Screw  up,  sell  more  booksJ. 

With  a feeling  of  great  trust,  good-will,  and  blind  naivete,  we  shipped  each  order 
as  It  came  In,  In  moat  cases  without  waiting  for  payment  or  for  the  checks  to 
clear,  and  do-you-know-what(?)  EVERY  SINGLE  PERSON  PAID.  Not  one  single 
person  failed  to  pay.  Lesson  2:  We're  all  maniacs,  but  we're  honest. 

The  major  names  In  our  business  all  placed  orders  (a  most  generous  and  genuinely 
appreciated  gesture)  for  Items  we  know  they  didn't  have  to  buy  from  us;  their 
tokens  of  support  and  encouragement  were  moving.  It  Is  no  accident  that  the 
major  figures  In  the  numismatic  book  business  are  the  major  figures:  In  addition 
to  being  thoroughly  professional,  they  are  also  without  exception  gracious, 
generous,  supportive  people. 

Flushed  with  success.  It  was  time  to  launch  Mall  Bid  Sale  No.  I.  As  consignments 
came  In,  patterns  began  to  emerge: 

1.  The  better  the  book,  the  more  likely  It  Is  to  be  waterstained.  Is  It  a law  that 
baseball  cards  must  be  saved  In  shoeboxes  and  that  Important  numismatic 
literature  must  be  stored  In  damp  basements  which  flood  weekly? 

2.  Hans  Schulman  must  have  had  a mailing  list  twice  as  large  as  IRS. 

3.  People  who  think  of  Reader's  Digest  Condensed  Books  as  fine  literature  also 
want  great  sums  of  money  for  their  numismatic  library  which  goes  all  the  way 
back  to  a 1973  Redbook. 
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4.  Why  must  we  always  hear,  “I  remember  throwing  out  about  100  Chapman  and 
Frossard  sales  with  photos  In  them.  1 mean,  the  prices  had  to  be  out  of  date.  But 
I did  save  700  Issues  of  the  February  1976  Franklin  Mint  Almanac."? 

AUCTION  1 

We  made  the  print  bigger.  We  showed  bold  Judgment  in  using  half  a page  to 
describe  every  $1.00  item  (sure  It's  wasteful,  but  we'll  make  it  up  in  volume).  But 
we  did  have  fun.  Only  one  bidder  didn't  honor  his  bids.  We  perceived  that  The 
Money  Tree  was  progressing  financially.  The  next  move  was  obvious;  "Hey,  gang! 
Let's  put  out  a little  Journal  called  OUT  ON  A LIMB  that  produces  no  income  and 
costs  time,  money,  and  effort.  And  let's  put  it  out  Just  when  we  should  be 
sending  out  Invoices  from  the  auction.  Our  winning  bidders  will  really  appreciate 
the  delay." 


AUCTION  1.5 

Post- Auction  1 conversation:  "We've  got  about  200  lots  of  unbld  items. 
Whadda-we-do?" 

"It  would  be  good  business  to  put  out  a phony  Prices  realized  list  showing  that 
everything  sold.  Y'know,  give  the  appearance  of  success,"  said  the  voice  of 
reason. 

"How  about  offering  people  a second  chance  to  bid?  The  consignors  would 
probably  be  happier  getting  more  money  and  maybe  we  could  sell  a few  more 
Items,"  we  continued. 

"If  no  one  wanted  the  stuff  the  first  time  around,  we'd  Just  waste  more  money  on 
postage,  and  we'd  look  like  idiots  and  failures,"  said  the  voice  of  reason. 

Obviously,  we  had  only  one  decision.  We  held  Auction  1.5.  We  virtually  sold  out 
all  the  previously  unbld  Items.  The  consignors  were  happy,  we  were  happy,  most 
of  our  customers  were  happy.  "The  course  of  love  Cand  the  Money  Tree]  ne'er 
runs  true."  Myron's  daughter  gets  married;  we  leave  to  visit  Armand  Champa;  a 
poor  assistant  is  left  to  fill  orders  without  our  giving  her  proper  instructions 
and  a few  orders  get  fouled  up  again. 


OBSERVATIONS 

What  a year!  We  have  learned  a ton.  We  are  learning  how  much  we  have  to  learn. 
We  have  met  wonderful  people.  We  have  seen  amazing  literature.  Our  readers 
have  been  most  supportive  of  our  approach  and  most  tolerant  of  our  foul-ups. 

This  book-dealer  stuff  Is  a lot  of  fun. 
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A MODEST  PROPOSAL! 

ON  CONSIDERING  THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE 

NUMISMATIST 

AND  THE  AMERICAN  NUMISMATIC 
ASSOCIATION 


With  The  Numismatist  having  celebrated  Its  centennial  in  1986,  and  with  the 
centennial  of  the  American  Numismatic  Association  coming  up  In  1991,  we  are  well 
aware  of  the  George  Heath's  founding  role  In  both.  But,  from  where  did  he  get 
the  Ideas?  What,  if  his  Interest  In  numismatics  was  of  such  long  standing, 
motivated  him  to  do  start  a magazine  and  to  found  a numismatic  association 
precisely  when  he  did?  Why  was  The  Numismatist  originally  chosen  to  be  in  the 
specific  form  It  was?  Finally,  why  was  the  appellation  "American  Numismatic 
Association"  specifically  chosen?  I have  some  theories  based  on  some  probably 
faulty  and  Invalid,  not  to  mention  presumptuous,  historical  analysis  which  may 
help  to  answer  the  above  questions  (or  to  obfuscate  the  truth). 

The  Information  which  can  be  found  in  The  Numismatist  does  not  mention  the 
origin  of  the  germ  from  which  the  seeds  of  Heath's  inspirations  sprung.  In  The 
Numismatist  from  1888  to  date,  no  discussion  of  this  particular  point  of  origin  Is 
provided.  Thus,  the  available  historical  record  provides  no  real  assistance. 


THE  THEORY 

(including  narrative  and  conjecture) 

Let  us  go  back  to  those  thrilling  days  of  yesteryear  (I  do  believe  that  I hear 
strains  of  the  William  Tell  Overture).  In  the  1880's,  long  established,  high 
quality  Journals,  were  In  existence  In  the  United  States:  The  American  Journal  of 
Numismatics,  and  The  Coin  Collector's  Journal,  for  example.  Foreign,  but  English 
language,  publications  from  The  Canadian  Antiquarian  and  Numismatic  Journal  to 
The  Royal  Numismatic  Society's  Numismatic  Chronicle  were  known  here,  based  on 
the  number  of  American  subscribers  who  were  listed.  So,  American  collectors  did 
have  access  to  many,  though  not  always  long-lived.  Journals  not  exclusively 
limited  to  these  borders. 

In  Bury,  St.  Edmund's,  England  1886,  two  years  before  Dr.  Heath  launched  Ihje. 
Numismatist.  C.  Hearn  Nunn  produced  the  first  Issue  of  Nunn's  Numismatic 
Magazine,  a monthly  Journal  "devoted  entirely  to  the  collector."  Each  early  issue 
was  8 pages  of  short  articles,  mostly  one  paragraph  long,  observations,  and  some 
numismatic  Items  Mr.  Nunn  offered  for  sale.  The  first  year  of  Nunn's  Numismatic 
Magazine  and  the  first  year  of  The  Numismatist,  started  two  years  later,  show 
great  similarity  in  layout,  style,  and  purpose. 

However,  no  speclfj^c  evidence  exists  that  Mr.  Heath  was  an  early  subscriber  of 
Nunn's  magazine.  Therefore,  the  similarities  might  merely  be  coincidental,  an  Idea 
whose  time  has  come.  What  is  revealing,  however,  is  that  in  various  issues  from 
1888,  Nunn  was  advocating  the  formation  of  a national  English  numismatic 
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organlxdtion  for  collectors.  No  mention  of  such  e parallel  Idea  occurred  In  The 
Numismatist  at  that  time. 

By  1889,  Nunn  specifically  founded  a numismatic  organization.  Most  of  the 
numismatic  organizations  extant  were  called  numismatic  societies.  He  named  his 
group  The  Numismatic  Association  and  printed  quarterly  supplements  in  his 
magazine  with  the  proceedings  and  business  of  the  organization.  Of  significance 
In  the  January  1892  edition  of  his  magazine,  Nunn  lists  the  30  charter  members  of 
his  newly-formed  Numismatic  Association.  Nunn  is  member  number  1.  HOWEVER, 
Charter  Member  Number  11  is  Geo.  Heath  of  Monroe,  Michigan,  U.S.A.  A logical 
Inference  Is  that  Heath  must  have  subscribed  to  Nunn's  magazine  prior  to  1891. 
Therefore,  Heath  would  have,  at  the  very  least,  followed  the  early  development  of 
Nunn's  magazine,  observed  Nunn's  use  of  the  magazine  as  a vehicle  to  sell  his 
own  coins,  and  perhaps  formed  the  germ  of  the  Idea  for  founding  a numismatic 
organization. 

In  early  Issues  of  The  Numismatist.  Heath  questioned  whether  or  not  the 
formation  of  an  American  organization  would  be  popular,  quite  as  Nunn  had  done 
previously.  Heath,  a Charter  Member  of  Nunn's  Numismatic  Association,  proposed 
that  the  American  group  be  called  the  AMERICAN  (emphasis  mine)  Numismatic 
Association.  Again,  at  that  time  most  of  the  well-known  North  American  and 
European  numismatic  organizations  were  called  societies. 

CONCLUSIONS,  INFERENCES,  AND  JUDGMENTS 

I propose  the  following  answers  to  the  questions  that  I posed  at  the  beginning: 

It  Is  probable  (Is  that  wishy-washy  enough?)  that  C.  Hearn  Nunn,  through  his 
modest  periodical,  Nunn's  Numismatic  Magazine,  produced  in  England  from  1886  to 
1903  and  through  his  creation  of  the  Numismatic  Association  Influenced  (maybe 
subllmlnally)  George  Heath  to  produce  The  Numismatist  and  subsequently  to  found 
the  American  Numismatic  Association. 

Next,  I know  that  there  are  no  footnotes  and  bibliography,  but  I am  not  proposing 
this  as  anything  other  than  a modest  diversion,  a footnote  to  the  ANA  centennial. 
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THE  ELUSIVE 

BELUGA  SIEGE  TALER  OF  } V^A 


The  Beluga  Siege  Taler  of  1734  was  last  reported  as  existing  in  a press  release  in 
1951  announcing  its  impending  sale  in  an  upcoming  Jacques  Schulman  auction. 
Mysteriously,  the  coin  never  surfaced  In  the  sale,  being  withdrawn  two  weeks 
before  the  auction  took  place.  Rumors  circulated  through  the  numismatic 
community  that  a private  treaty  was  reached  with  King  Farouk,  who  died  shortly 
thereafter.  The  whereabouts  of  the  piece  remain  unknown  to  this  day. 

The  coin  was  struck  during  an  Insurrection  in  Roe,  a province  of  Beluga,  under 
orders  of  Prince  Raivac,  with  expectations  that  peasants  of  the  surrounding 
provinces  would  support  government  soldiers  and  aid  in  obtaining  necessary  war 
materiel  using  the  purchasing  power  of  the  base  silver  Talers. 

The  principality's  fight  against  the  Mongers,  mercenaries  from  the  coastal 
province  of  Pesca,  was  largely  successful  as  the  militia  of  Roe  combatted  the 
intruders  using  bullets  made  from  the  base  silver  which  came  from  the  remelted 
Talers.  The  Mongers  of  Pesca  floundered  in  a sea  of  swamp  ivy  as  they  attempted 
to  scale  the  cliffs  of  Roe. 

Later  evidence  was  discovered  In  the  early  1900's  by  Gil  Dorsal,  a noted  Finnish 
numismatist  who  was  hooked  on  researching  Belugan  history.  Based  on 
correspondence  waded  through  In  the  Vatican  Library,  the  Finn  intimates  the 
existence  of  3 of  the  siege  pieces.  This  correspondence  was  written  by  the  Bishop 
of  Beluga  to  Cardinal  Carolus  Tunatl  in  the  early  1800's  when  the  Gouraml 
Institute,  Beluga's  national  museum  perched  on  the  famous  Pol  Cliffs,  was  being 
established. 

Consequently,  It  Is  now  presumed  that  there  are  3 pieces  extant,  the  one 
attributed  piece  being  in  the  Royal  Collection  of  the  IQngdom  of  Beluga;  the 
whereabouts  of  2 are  presently  unknown. 

The  coin  is  36mm,  cast  in  base  silver,  with  a primary  alloy  of  Clchlidlum.  The 
obverse  features  Prince  Raivac  on  his  steed,  with  the  legend  "Belu:princlpl:Dei 
gratia  icthus  1734''.  The  reverse  pictures  the  Beluga  coat  of  arms  being  held  by 
the  rampant  Polypterus,  below  which  can  be  found  the  mlntmaster's  designation, 
Derfischschmelzen. 
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NUMISMATIC  PHRASE  GENERATOR 


toy 

PHILIP  AFTOORA 

(Editor's  note:  Mr.  Aftoore,  a well-known  numismatic  dealer  and  bon  vlvant,  has 
selected  this  Journal  CMr.  Aftoora  Is  also  obviously  not  very  discriminating]  to 
publish  his  observations  of  the  current  scene.) 

For  many  years  a controversy  has  existed  within  the  rxjmlsmatlc  community 
concerning  adjectival  versus  numeric  gradlr>g.  Valid  arguments  have  been 
presented  on  behalf  of  each  method;  y Jt,  a consensus  has  not  been  reached. 

Shown  below  Is  an  attempt  to  reconcile  and  to  combine  both  grading  systems  Into 
one  simple,  understandable,  and  usable  technique.  It  Is  called  the  NUMISMATIC 
PHRAaE  GENERATOR. 

To  use  the  NUMISMATIC  PHRASE  GENERATOR  select  any  three-digit  number  and 
apply  the  first  first  digit  to  Column  A:  apply  the  second  digit  to  Column  B; 
finally,  apply  the  the  third  digit  to  Column  C.  The  described  process  will 
generate  a phrase  of  resounding  authority  than  can  easily  be  dropped  Into  any 
numismatic  conversation,  auction  catalog,  or  sales  presentation. 

One  need  not  be  an  expert  numismatist  to  use  the  NUMISMATIC  PHRASE 
GENERATOR  effectively  . Anyone  lacking  numismatic  experience  may  randomly 
select  a three-digit  number;  for  example  652,  a number  of  rw  special  significance, 
generates  the  phrase  pristine  premium  example.  Who  would  not  love  to  own  a 
pristine  premium  example  of  anything? 

COLUMN  A COLUMN  B COLUMN  C 


0. 

CHOICE 

0. 

FIERY 

0. 

COIN 

1. 

SATINY 

1. 

LUSTROUS 

1. 

FIELDS 

2. 

OUTSTANDING 

2. 

ORIGINAL 

2. 

D(AHPLE 

3. 

VIBRANT 

3. 

FROSTY 

3. 

SPECIMEN 

4. 

MAGNIFICENT 

4. 

NATURAL 

4. 

APPEARANCE 

5. 

LOVELY 

5. 

PREMIUM 

5. 

COLOR 

6. 

PRISTINE 

6. 

PLEASING 

6. 

TONING 

7. 

SUPERB 

7. 

DAZZLING 

7. 

QUALITY 

8. 

COMPLETELY 

8. 

GLOWING 

8. 

SURFACES 

9. 

IMPRESSIVE 

9. 

BRILLIANT 

9. 

TREASURE 

Once  the  numeric  code  from  the  NUMISMATIC  PHRASE  GENERATOR  has  been 
selected.  It  may  be  easily  attached  as  an  addendum  to  a numerical  grade.  For 
example,  a coin's  grade  may  now  be  quickly  described  as  MS  63/65  - 652. 
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THE  MONEY  TREE 
1260  Smith  Court 
Rocky  River,  Ohio  44116 
(216)  333-3444 


Price  $2.50 
PPD 


